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For Kirsten Thorup 

Heave, song, from heart to head, 
Weeping, weeping. 

Ride me out to where the dead 
And the living dead lie sleeping. 

Dance, wash out my body's heat, 
Weeping, weepi.ng. 

Mount my throat, rein in my feet, 
Set my soul immortal leaping. 

Break, word, from brain to breath, 
Weeping, weeping. 

Dissolve, engulf me. Wake from death 
The unborn in your self keeping. 

Richard Burns 
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~to networi 
ll5ccvcyfcttajWwrit£ 

Every conversation )OU futve 
Every muting jW atttm! 

To aprr.ss your Jwufmnmta! 6e!itfs cuu! dimms 
AjJimt to otftm tk vision of tk worU! you \Wltt 

Nmwm tFuougli tEwught 
Nctwori tliro1191i action 

Networlt tfuougli Cove 
Nenwri tftro1191i tk spirit 

T ou are the centa of a networi 
Tou are the centa of the worfd' 

Tau are a~ immensefy powcfuf sotU"Ce 

of fife azu! 9oo0ness 
Affirm it 
Sprem! it 
~it 

TNni cfay am! night aDout it 

An4 jW wi[ S« a ~ fiappen: 
tlie ~ of your own Cifo. 

In a worUC of 6ig ~ medla, am! mono~Gts 
But of four am! a fvUJ 6ilfion irufivid'uafs 

NetworKing is tJ1e new Jrmfam 
tiicnew~ 

a new form. of Happiness. 

!Rg6ert Mulier 
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